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In place of the ordinary mendicants with their revolting
exhibitions of disease and filth, there are men or women
who endeavour to obtain charity by some kind of work
or trade* They do not solicit openly, but do their bit
of honest labour* If you think that their industry merits
encouragement and you, therefore, give them a donation,
well and good* Otherwise they must shift for themselves
as best they can*

The chief of these is the street pedlar who stands by
the kerb with his trayful of matches, shoe-strings, studs,
buttons, or other small articles* He (or she) may or may
not be blind, but he does not importune you to buy* He
leaves it to your sense of charity to help him* If you
think his goods are not worth buying, he does not show
any sign of disappointment* And if you do buy from him,
he merely murmurs a " thank you*" But there is no
whining or whimpering, bowing or scraping; everything
is so matter-of-fact and businesslike*

Then there is the man or woman with the portable
street organ which discourses some of the most popular
songs of the day* Music, it is said, hath charms, and so
you throw down your coppers to the enterprising grinder*
Unfortunately, more often than not, these instruments
are a real torture to the aesthetic tastes of the inhabitants*
The organ is generally a sort of tin kettle and the songs
are mere screechers* The noise gets on your nerves and,
in order to obtain peace, you willingly bribe the conductor
to take his nuisance elsewhere*

But such a send-off is often intentionally or uninten-
tionally misunderstood* Consequently, the obliging
worthy returns to the neighbourhood regularly with the